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second shot and saw 


lovernor John Connally and 
his wife, NelJie. studied the Za- 
pruder film and the enlargements 
in the kitchen of their Picosa 
ranch house outside of Floresville 
near San Antonio. Connallv sat 
hunched over the light table on 
which the pictures were laid out. 
Mrs. Connally sat to his left, just 
as she had in the presidential lim- 
ousine on Nov. 22, 1963. As he 
reached the crucial sequence in 
which he says he was struck, the 
governor put down the magnifying 
glass and sat back, elbows on his 
knees, head tilted forward, his eyes 
staring at the floor. Until then, he 
had been commenting on each 
photograph. Now he paused to 
sum up the key moments: 

“Between the time I heard the 
first shot and felt the impact of 
the other bullet that obviously 
hit me, 1 sensed something was 
wrong, and said, ‘Oh no, no, no.* 
After 1 felt the impact I glanced „ 
down and saw that my whole chest 
was covered with blood.” 

The governor and Mrs. Connal- 
ly are absolutely convinced that 
tbeir memories of that day are to- 
tal and precise. “I*II bet,” he chal- 
lenges friends, “that you can recall 
every detail of the circumstances 
under which you heard of the as- 
sassination — or Pf»arl UorkAP rw... 


see what had happened, Nellie saw 
the President’s hands reaching for 
his throat. I started to look around 
over my left shoulder, and some- 
where in that revolution 1 was hit. 
My recollection of that time gap, 
the distinct separation between the 
shot that hit the President and the 
impact of the one that hit me, is 
as clear today as it was then.” To 
Connally, a corroborative detail 
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rs. Connally’s recollection is 
as vivid as her husband’s. "As far 
as the first two shots go,’’ she says, r 
“my memory is divided into four * 
distinct events. First I heard the ' 
shot, or a strange loud noise— I’m \ 
not that expert on rifles— back be - 1 
hind us. Then next I turned to my ; 
right and saw the President grip- 
ping at his throat. Then I turned 
back toward John, and 1 heard 

the second shot that hit John 

I must have been looking right at 
him when it hit because I saw him 
recoil to the right ... so you see 
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Connally. ,.*% was almost two “history 
months before any of the investi- vidual's, 
gators showed «ay interest in 
anuning John’s clothing. When he ^ t^versy 
went into surgery they gave me his ySgtted to 
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tic, trousers and socks in a paper 
bag. W* finally located John’s shirt 
and suit coal, which we were con- 
cerned about because of the wallet 
and personal papers in his breast 
pocket, in Congressman Henry 
Gonzales’ clothes closet in Wash- 
ington. I told the Secret Service 

and 1 guess the FBI that I had the xhtiHjly separate s h ol u* 

.W* inter- “No one will ever cottfac^ ^ 
ested. After about seven weeks I othenwte,? added Mr*^ CoiriaJjy 

took John s shirt . . it was all “It’»acerUmty,’’raldtlteg 0 ^. 
smeared with his flesh and blood. npr* “IT! never change mv mhuf n C I 
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